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Mft There is a thing within my hofome tells me 
That no conditions of our peace can Hand* 

Haftim Feare you not, that if we can make our peace 
Vponfuch large termes, and foabfolutc, r f 

As our conditions ftiall confift vpon, 

Our peace (hall ftand as firme as rockie mountaines. 

Moub> Yea butourvaluation fhalbefuch, 

T hat euery flight,and falfe deriued caufe, 

Y eaeuery idle, nice,and wanton reafon. 

Shall to the King tafte of this aftion, 

That were our royal faiths martires in loue, 

W e fhall be wino w'd with fo rough a wind. 

That euen our cornc fhal feeme as light as chaffe. 

And good from bad find no partition, 

. N °>"^ n h V ^ olc F n otc this, the King is weary 
Or daintie and fuch picking greeuances, 

F or he hath found, to end one doubt by death, 

Rcutues two greater in the heires of life: 

And therefore will he wipe his tables deane. 

And keepe no tel tale to his memorie, 

T hat may repeate^nd hiftory his lofle, 

To new remembrance:for full welheknowcs. 

He cannotfoprecifel v weed this land, 

As his mifdoubts prefent occafion. 

His foes are fo enrooted with his friends, 
Thatpluckingto vnfixan enemy. 

He doth vnfaften fo,and fliake a friend. 

So that this land, like an offenfiue wife. 

That hath enragde him on to offer ftrokes. 

As he u finking, holdcs his infant vp. 

And hangs refolu’d corredion in thearme. 

That was vpreardto execution. 

Haft. Befides, the King hath wafted al his rods, 

On late offendors, that he now dothlacke 
The very inftruments ofchafticement. 

So that his power, like toaphanglefle lion. 
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May offer, but not hold, 

Bifhop Tis very true, 

And thcreforcjbe afl'urde,mygood Lord MarfhaU, 

]f wc (to now make our attonement well, » 

Our peace wil like a broken limbe vnited. 

Grow arongcr for the breaking 

CMow. Be it fo, here is returnd my lord of Wcllmerland. 

Enter Weftmerland. 

JVeft. The prince is here at hand, pleafeth your LordPnip 
To meet his grace iuft diftance tweene our armies. 

Enter Prince Iohn and bis arrnie. 

Mew. Your grace of Y ork, in Gods name then fet forward. 

Ttjhop. Before, and greete his grace(my lord) we come. 

John You are well incountred here,my coufen Mowbray, 
Good day to you, gentle Lord Archbifhop, 

Andfo to you Lord Haftings.and to all. 

My Lord of Yorkc,it better fhewed with you, 

When that your flocke afTembled by the bell. 

Encircled you,to heare with reuerence, 

Y our expofition on the holy text, 

That now to fee you here.an vron man talking, 

Cheering a rowt of rebells with your drumme, 

T urning the word to (word, and life to death; 

That man that fits within a monarches heart. 

And ripens in the fun- ihine of his fauor , . 

Would he abufe the countenance of the Iving: 

Alacke what rnifeheefes might he fet abroach. 

In flhadow of fuch greatnelfe? with you Lord bifhop 
It is euen fo,who hath not heard it (poken, 

How deepe you were within the bookes of God, 

To vs the fpeaker in his parliament, 

To vs th’ imagine voice of God himfelfe, 

The very opener and intelligencer, 

Betweene the grace, the fanftities of heauen. 

And our dull workings?0 who fhalbeteeuc. 

But you mifufe the reuerence of your place, 
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